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BEFORE they had gone fifty yards
the Santigan had slipped down
Into a thousand fathoms of waterand had been blotted out like
a stone flung into a pool. A

few specks of humanity struggling for

life on an ocean infested with sharks representedall the crowd of laughing and

flirting passengers who had been dancing

at the ball. Only three minutes had

elapsed between the collision and the disappearanceof the shattered hull.
As the great ship sank with a final

roar of steam. Gaunt and his companion
were drawn under the water. But they
were too far from the vortex to be sucked
down with the sinking hull. Buoyed up

by their life belts they rose quickly to the

surface. Gaunt still held on to the girl,
and all the time he kicked and splashed
the water. He knew that at any moment
the sharks might be fighting over the
fragments of their limbs and bodies.
Then his hand struck something hard

in the darkness and clutched it, and found
that it was wood, jagged and splintered
on the edges. And. feeling his way along
it. lie d'scovored that it was a large piece
of planking, torn from the bows of the
liner or else from the deck of the small
ateamer. He let go of the girl andclimb«' i.

ing lift on to the wreckage found tnai n

was large and would bear the weight of

both of them. Then he helped her up to

his side.
"That's good!" he cried, gleefully;

"we've cheated them."
'Cheated whom?" the girl asked.
"The shark devils," he answered. "They

might have lopped off our legs at any
minute. We must be careful, though.sit
nearer the center. 'Tis a cranky craft
and we shall have to keep it from turningover."
The piece of wreckage rocked as the

girl shifted her position.
"That's better." said Qaunt, cheerfully.

"I dare say we'll be picked up at daylight.I wonder if they managed to
launch a boat."
The girl did not answer, but she moaned

pteously. Gaunt held her hand and tried
to comfort her. But she only sobbed and
cried until she fell asleep from sheer exhaustion.
But Gaunt kept watch and stared into

the darkness, waiting for the dawn and
wondering what the light of the sun

would show on the face of the wafers.
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The Hand of God.
At last the dawn burst swiftly and suddenlyin the east, and ten minutes after

the first flush of light in the say the
whole scene stood out clearly in the sunshine.
The water, smooth as glass, was coveredwith small fragments of wreckage,

but there was no sigin of any boat or any
human being.
Gaunt inspected the small raft on which

he found himself. It was a piece of deck

planking, still adhering to two thick
beams, which had been torn out of the
framework of the vessel. The buoyancy
of these heavy timbers raised the plankinga few inches above the water, but
the whole concern was scarcely safe even

in a calm sea, and it would be certain
to turn over if a wave struck it. He resolvedto strengthen it, if possible, with
some more timber.
He managed to break off a loose piece

of planking, which served as a clumsy
substitute for an oar, and with the aid of
this he contrived to move the raft very
slowly through the water. At the end of
three hours* hard toil he had picked up
several pieces of spar and cordage and
had lashed them to the edges of the raft.
Although the work was done in a most
unseamanllke fashion, yet the whole
structure acquired stability from the extrapieces of timber, and It was possible
to move about freely without fear of beingthrown into the sea.
Then he proceeded to look for food and

water, but he found neither, and before
nightfall the girl, who had struggled
bravely against the torments of thirst
and hunger, lapsed into a state of insensibility.
Soon .after sunset a breeze sprang upi

but even if Gaunt had been able to set a
sail it would have been of no use to him.
He did not know the lie of the nearest
land. He was helpless on that smooth
plain of water. He could, only wait and
hope for the passing of some ship.
And then came the darkness and a

night of terror. For the girl grew deliriousand tried to fling herself into the sea.
Hour after hour he clutched her tightly
in his arms and listened to her ravings.
He thought of the last occasion on which
he had held her in his embrace, and perhapsthe poor crazy woman was thinking
of it too. for she shrieked of the judgmentof God. and of tfre temptations of
the world, the flesh and the devil, and
of sin and of the wages of s!n, which Is
death.

inH then at last his own strength
failed him and he fainted, and vhen he
came to his senses it was broad daylight
and he was alone.
He wondered whether Bhe had thrown

herself off the raft in her delirium, or
whether she had recovered her senses
and decided to die rather than endure
another hour of torment. Her life belt
lay on the planking. He remembered
that lie had slipped it over her arms and
shoulders in the first few minutes of her
m tdr.ess. But it might easily have fallen
"ff bv accident.
No vessel was in sight, and there was

nothing to be seen but the broad expanse
of ocean, scarred with small waves. For
all (Jaunt knew to the contrary, the raft
had not moved from the scene of the
wreck. He knew nothing of the strong,
swift currents that convert every sea
into a network of flowing streams.
He peered over the edge of the raft

and saw two long shadowy forms moving
in the depths of the clear, green water.
These were the silent watchers of the
deep, waiting till the raft capsized on the
crest of a wave or till the man threw
himself overboard In his agony.
And as he saw them he set his teeth,

and seizing a spare piece of lashing he
knotted it about his waist so that he
could not move a foot in any direction.
Whatever happened, he would die in the
air and not in the water.
Then Richard Gaunt awaited the end

that was not far off. And his past life
rose up before htm, as it rises up to the
brain of a drowning man.
Once again two periods stood out with
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web of sin and shame. And once more
he recalled the words of his oath, and
laughed like a maniac as he mouthed
them with his lips. The oath would be
kept to the very letter. The man who
ruined Violet Hexamer was going) to die.
George Crawsnay himself could not have
wished for a worse end to the life of his
enemy. The man was going to die, cut
off in the very m-dst of his sins, without
a chance of repentance or atonement, and
with the record of his life before his
eyes. And In ail that record, so replete
with Incident, he could barely recall a

single event which a dying man would
care to contemplate. It had been one

lurid story of evil. The keynote had been
pleasure, and the music, varied though
it had been, had been played in that
single key. To Richard Gaunt, weak, exhaustedand with a mind attuned to less
earthly things, every melody was hideous
and discordant.
Then, arter an hour or two of thought,

in which the tale of all his sins, and all
the wrongs that he had done to others,
rose up before him as clearly as though
It had been written in letters of fire, he
screamed aloud in his agony of body and
mind and fumbled at the knot* about hia
waist.
"Yes, Crawshay." he cried. "I will keep

my oath. Here is the life you asked
for."
And then he mercifully lost his senses,

atid the moon shone down on his prostratebody, shifting to and fro on the
boards as the waves ran under the raft
and rocked it from side to side. But the
stout rope held and Sir Richard Qaunt
was denied the quietude of death.
Once more he came to his senses, and

as he s;ared up into the night he tried to
remember what had happened and where
he was. And as he recalled the horrors
of the last two dkys he clasped his hands
and tried to pray. But religion had
formed no part of Gaunt's life since his
second and last year at a public school.
He had been confirmed in that year, and

' th^^uthor> ^ jj

six months afterward he had been expelledfrom the school. He tried to remembersome set form of prayer, and
his mind went back to the days of h s

childhood, when he had prayed at his
mother's knee. But he could remember
nothing:, save that he had knelt o« the
floor and clasped his hands. Now he
could not kneel, but he twined his fingers
together.
"O Lord, have mercy upon me." he muttered,and then, "O Lord, have mercy

upon my soul."
And then he babbled out a fragment of

the Lord's Prayer. '

And then he recalled a line of a hymnHoldthou thy cross before my closing eyes.
And then his lips moved rapidly and

incoherent words came from them, and
the soul, which had so long refused the
expression which the strong heart and
body of a man could have g'ven to it.
now at last rose from its lethargy, and
found that the mind and voice were too
weak to respond to its promptings.
And then in the silence and darkness of

that eastern sea a great and a wonderful
thing happened. It might have been describedas a miracle, were it not that the
term "miracle" is usually applied to some
material and unnatural demonstration of
the Divine power. Here nothing happened
that a man could see or hear, and yet
the thing that happened to Sir Richard
Gaunt was truly as wonderful aB the
vision of any angel on the face of the
waters.
The incoherence of his broken prayers

suddenly ceased and, raising himself on
one elbow, he stared out across the
waters. He could see nothing, for though
the moon was bright in the sky overheadthere was a mist before his eyes.
But swiftly as a curtain is whipped aside
the cloud was drawn off his brain. The
confused darkness of his thoughts gave
place to a clear contemplation of the past
and the death that was so near to him.
He saw himself as he was and as he
might be if God spared his life.
And as he learnt the truth he prayed,

no longer in the frenzied prayers of a
man who is clutching at the remnants
of his religious faith, but with the clear,
deep calm of one who prays for salvation
and knows that his prayer will reach the
ears of God.
"Have mercy, O Lord!" he cried, aloud.

"Forget the past. Give me the future
and I will serve Thee to the end of my
days."
He listened as though he expected an

answer to come back to him out of the
silence. But there was no sound save the
splash of the waves as they ran past him
Into the path of moonlight.
And then he saw that even his prayer

was vile In the sight of God. He had
tried to buy life by promising to turn
from evil. He had almost held out a

bribe to the Almighty. He shrank from
the thought of the words he had used,
and lay very still with clasped hands and
moving Hps.
"Forgiveness." he muttered, after a

long silence. "That is all I ask; forgivenessfor my sins. Then let me die."
They were not the words of a hypocrite,trying to seek favor in the eyes of

God. They were true words, spoken from
the heart. Richard Gaunt had suddenly
ceased to long for life. He saw clearly
that he had deserved the sentence of
death, and there was no longer any wish
to struggle against his fate. He no longer
feared the sea. or the madness, or the
slow torment of hunger and thirst, or the
things that watched In the water. He
was content to die. and was not afraid
of aught but the hereafter.
"Forgiveness is all I ask." he moaned,

and listened for some answer to his
praver.
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ltual peace which might have come to the
mind of a good man was denied him. Repentance,remorse, self-abasement, humility,all these were given to him. But
there was no peace.
Then the darkness seemed to close in

upon him like a wall, and he fancied that
he was falling down into a bottomless
gulf, and he heard the roar of a gigantic
waterfall, that beat all thought and
prayer and life into silence.

xm.
The Making of a Man.

The next morning a small sailing vessel,
engaging in fishing and pearling off the
coast of Arabia, sighted a black speck on

the smooth surface of the waters, and
coming up to it found the body of a man

lashed to a small and rudely constructed
raft.
The man was apparently dead, and the

fishermen, fierce, callous orientals, were

for casting him into the sea after they
had appropriated his clothes, watch and
the few sovereigns that they found in his
waistcoat pocket. But one of them, who
was cunning rather than humane, suggestedthe possibility of a reward, and
said that if heaven thought fit to spare
the stranger's life it would be as well
to participate in the benefits bestowed by
a merciful Providence. These white infidelswere rich and able to pay well for
any services rendered to them.
So they took Richard Gaunt on board

their dhow and set sail for the coast,
which was forty miles distant.
They used every means in their power

to restore him to life, but it was not until
they were within a mile of their destinationthat he opened his eyes and cried out
for water.
A draught of strong, bitter wine put

life into his wasted body, and he greedily
devoured some dates that were ofTered
him. Then he asked a few questions, but
finding that he was not understood he relapsedinto silence. The me^p jabbered
away in an unknown tongue and made
signs, which conveyed nothing to his
mind. He made no effort to comprehend
what they were saying. He had no wish
to know vtfio they were or where they
were taking him to. For the time being
the affairs of the world did not interest
him. He could only think of his escape
from death and of that last agony in
which he hail prayed to God for life.
The vessel sailed down a narrow channelbetween two black walls of rock and

anchored in a blue and sunlit pool. On
either side of it were more rocks, so high
that they overtopped the masts, but the
shore itself was a stretch of smooth,
white sand. Two hundred yards inland
there was a small oasis, covered with
green herbage and date palms, but beyondthat there was nothing but an undulatingplain of sand, extending as far as
the eye could reach. A few tents and
huts were scattered about under the
shade of the tre's, and some children
were playing on the sand and building
castles, just for all the-world like English
children at Margate. Some women, closelyveiled, came leisurely down to the edsre
of the water and stared at the vessel,
as though they had not seen It before.
Richard Gaunt was rowed ashore in a

flat-bottomed boat, and at once became
the center of a small crowd. The childrenleft their heaps of sand, and the
women turned away from their contemplationof the vessel. But one of the
men. who appeared to have some authorityover the others. spoNb a few sharp
words and the crowd dispersed. Two
strong. swarthy fellows laid hold of Gaunt
and carried him up the slope, for he was
still too weak to walk. They took him to
the door of a large hut, built of branches,
and laid him on the threshold. Then one
of them cried out something, and they
both stood aside and waited.
In a few moments the door of the hut

opened and an old man came out and,
supporting himself with the aid of two
sticks, gased fixedly at the prostrate figure.It seemed to Gaunt that this was
the oldest man be had ever seen. The
brown face was wrinkled like the shell
of a walnut. The body, once of more
than average height, was so bowed by
age that the long white beard fell below
the kneee. The hands were all veins and
muscles, and looked almost like designs
for an anatomical student. Only the eyes
retained the vigor and sparkle of youth.
They were dark, piercing and full of life.
For more than a minute the little group

remained motionless, then the old man
asked a question, and received along and
voluble reply. Then he pointed with a
stick to a small hut and hobbled back
into his house.
The two men picked up Gaunt from the

ground and carried him to the small hut
that was destined to be his home for
many months.
He was treated with every kindness untilhe had recovered his health and

strength. Then It was made clear to him
that he must either work or starve. He
worked willingly, and the hard, simple

msE
life o* a sailor began to make a man of
him
At first he was kept a close prisoner,

and it was not until he had acquired
sor;< thing of the language spoken by his
captors that he was able to satisfy them
that he had no wish to escape.
The news was not altogether received

with favor. The men had made up their
minds that he would pay handsomely for
his release and., although they did not
suggest a ransom, they hinted at a reward.When they learnt that he did not
wish to return to his own country they
scowled at him and discussed the matter
vehemently among themselves.
Then two of them gripped him by the

arms and led him to the edge of a big
rock, which rose sheer out of the sea.
"There is the water," one of them said;

"what came out of the water shall returnto it."
Gaunt did not understand all that was

said, but the meaning of their actions was
plain enough. He neither struggled nor
spoke. For a minute they held him over
the edge of the cliff and he looked at the
ledge of rocks below. Beyond them'the
dim shadow of a great fish moved
through the translucent water.
Then they grunted and ran him inland

till they had passed through the green
oasis and stood on the border of the
great desert.
"There is the desert," said one of them;

"that which goes into the desert does not
return."
Again he understood, though the word's

- wore not clear to him. He looked out
onmsa the waste of burning sand and
smiled.
"Take me to your father," he said, and

then, as they did not understand, he repeatedthe word "father" and looked
back toward tfce big hut.
And they tflbk him back to the cool

shade of the trees, and brought him Into
the presence of the bent and bowed old
man. for he was the patriarch, the father
of eight of them, and the father-in-law of
the remaining three. In that little settlement"twixt the desert and the sea he
ruled supreme, in spite of his feeble limbs
and his falling intellect. All the children
that played under the trees and tumbled
on the beach were his descendants.
"I want to stay here," said Qaunt,

quietly. "I do not wish to leave you.
Make me one of your family."
The old man stared fixedly at him

from under his shaggy, white eyebrows.
Gaunt's words were not clear, but the
patriarch seemed to grasp their meaning.
He was apparently considering whether
this young man of an alien race would
be a welcome addition to his little settlement.Fortunately for Gaunt his conduct
l^d already earned the approval of this
stern old chieftain. And the manner of
his coming had not been without its effecton a superstitious mind.
"Let him stay," said the patriarch, after

a long silence. "God has sent him to us.
When the time comes he will go."
And from that hour Richard Gaunt was

made free of the community and lived as
one of the others, and no man followed
him about to see if he would escape withoutpayment for the services rendered to
him. And as he grew more perfect in the
language, and was able to understand
and make himself understood, he learnt
to like the rough, hard-hearted men, who
were his associates from dawn to sunset.
They were stern and callous, like most
orientals, but they knew the dignity of
labor, and there was nothing common
or unclean In their midst.
After the life that Sir Richard Gaunt

had lived in London this life was wonderfulin Its simplicity and its purity. In
the old days he would have laughed at
the idea of toiling for his daily bread and
tiring himself out with long hours or

physical exertion. But now he looked
upon it as the essential part of a man's
existence, and the rest after labor was

the sweetest thing that he had yet known
in life.

It must not be supposed that Sir RichardGaunt had suddenly changed from a

blackguard to a saint. Bven those terriblehours of agony on the raft had been
unable to accomplish so gigantic a task.
But they had left their mark upon his
life. The death of the girl, snatched almostmiraculously from the web he had
woven about her; his cry for life; his
vow to serve God if only he might live;
his prayer for forgiveness.all these had
gripped him and wrenched him out of
the sordid groove i^ which he had hithertocrawled and crept like an insect. He
was ready to receive fresli impressions;
and here, in this little settlement, he receivedthe stamp of a new life, a rough,
stern life, where a man had to fight for
his food, and asked nothing in return
but rest after his labor.
In this mold the plastic mind of an impressionableman was rapidly shaped

into a form entirely different from that
which it had worn in the whirl and gaiety
of civilization. Not only were his companionsmen of a different type, but the
whole atmasphere of the place was an

exact antithesis to the foetid air of London.On the one side the blue, empty
sea. on the other the great, void desert of
yellow sand, formed a scene in which the
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frivolities of life and face the mysteries
of the unknown.
And so month after month Sir Richard

Gaunt lived his simple life, and purified
his mind and hody of sin. And, by degrees,he learnt to value the calm of the
desert and despise the pleasures and
vanities which had once been the only
things that really mattered to him. The
change was gradual, but sincere. After
the first great shock of that moment in
which he had seen himself as he really
was. and as he might be, there was nothingmiraculous in the change. Removed
from all temptation, and surrounded by
men whose primitive passions and faults
had nothing in common with the refined
vice of modern civilization, his mind was

naturally molded int5 different views of
life. The ground had been torn and furrowedby suffering, and was ready to receivethe seeds of new ideas and methods
of thought.
At first, indeed, he had chafed under

the new conditions of existence, and only
his dawning desire to atone for his past
life prevented him from returning to civilization.He longed for the lighted pavementsof London, for the love of welldressedwomen, -for wine, and laughter
and song. Moreover, he remembered the
oath that he had sworn.
But neither his desire for pleasure nor

his oath to George Crawshay prevailed
against the vow he had piade to God. He
had prayed for life and his prayer had
been answered. Here at last was a

chance of breaking away from all the
old associations and temptations, and he
was wise enough to see that it was a

chance that might never be given to him
again. If he returned at once into the
midst of temptation his purpose would
falter. His old nature was still unregenerate.But here. In the desert, he
could purge himself of sin, and when he
was strong enough to fight against the
world he would return and marry Lady
Betty Drake.
As for his oath, in the ligut of clear

reason and a sane mind it seemed wicked
and incapable of fulfillment. The brain
of a healthy man views matters in a differentway to the brain of a sot and a

drunkard. He saw that his resolution to
wreck his life and kill himself was the
resolution of an unsound mind. He would
make reparation. When he returned to
England he would pay back the thirty
thousand pounds and make a clean breast
of everything. He would let the world
know that George Crawshay was inno-
cent. Tne oatn nsen no lunger my ui«u
his conscience.
Several months passed and the young

man began to rise from the slough Into
which his past actions had dragged botfc
his body and mind. Physically, tochangedfrom a white-faced, weak-llmbyl
roue to a swarthy, muscular seaman. USpureair. the simple food and the hard,
strenuous life had worked wonders on a
frame that was naturally capable of development,but which suffered from the
ravages of vice. His eyes grew clear
and k&en. his shoulders broadened, his
limbs grew sturdy and capable of enduringlong days of fatigue and exertion. For
the first time since h!^ early boyhood he
enjoyed perfect health and found pleasure
in an open-air life. He had learnt what
It meant to be hungry and to have to
sometimes fight for a bare existence.
The intellectual life was not so satisfactoryas the physical. He had passed beyondthe regions of all art and literature.

His leisure time was chiefly spent in contemplation.His companions were men
of few words and with no Ideas beyond
those necessary to supply their bodily
wants. Their only amusement was a simplegame of chance, played with fourteen
white stones on a sort of chess board
marked out on the sand, and Gaunt rarelyjoined them. He tried to teach them
draughts, which he had always believed
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to be their national game, and alao bowls.
Both of these games were easily played 1

with white and black stones. But the 1

men were unwilling pupils, and did not »

seem to care for anything that called for <

the exercise of skill and intellect. j

And so the young man spent much of i

his spare time in thought, and he slowly ]
acquired the calm gravity of the oriental J
in this respect. He would sit on the edge <

of the desert motionless, and with his j
eyes fixed on the endless billows of yellowsand. Or else he would sit on the 1
rocks by the sea. and gaze out across the i
waters. And hour after hour he would 1

breathe in the silence of great spaces, i
and the clearness of sky and sea. and his <

mind grew in harmony with these things.
And. facing sea or desert^ he sometimes

thought of the past, and the iron entered i

Ii)to his soul. But more often he thought <

«?r the future and of'"how a man might
make the best use of his life. I
For eleven months Sir Richard Gaunt

lived this existence with the simple chil- ;
dren of the desert, and he grew into a i

quiet, strong-limbed, thoughtful man. And
then the time came near for the arrival 1

of the caravan from the northwest. ;
Once a year a small group of traders ]

visited the little settlement by the Bea. j
They purchased the pearls which the men j
had collected from the oyster beds, and <

left in exchange clothes, food, nets, fish i

hooks and whatever had been ordered at i
the last visit. The appearance of these 1
people rarely caused much excitement, 1

though they formted the only link with 1

the world beyond. They came out of the <

desert, mere black specks, crawling over

the dun sand; they stayed four days, and j

then returned again and vanished into j

the immensity whence they had appeared, j
Such an occurrence would have caused
weeks of conversation an4 expectation ]
among a body of Englishmen placed in i

similar circumstances. But to these 1

phlegmatic easterns it was merely a fixed :

part of the machinery of nature, no more j
to be looked forward to than the advent
of spring or winter.

'

This nartloular visit, however, was of i

more than usual Interest, and formed the i

subject of a few quiet and reserved con- <

Jectures. For Ben Asan, the youngest
son of the old patriarch, was going to re-

turn to the camp after the absence of two <

years, and he was returning with a new ]
wife, and it was reported that she was ]
of great beauty. She had cost him i

twenty pearls of the finest quality, and i
these had been remitted at the last departureof the caravan.

v]
It was hardly to be expected that Sir

Richard Gaunt, In spite of the change ]
that had come over his mind, could re- i

gard the approach of the visitors with '

the calmness of his comrades. Its ad- i

vent was the first link in the chain which j
reached to England. He could now re- i

turn to his home, or, If he wished to stay j
in the desert, he oould send a letter <

which would tell Lady Betty that he was i
still alive. <

Day after day, when his work was done, j
he would go to the edge of the desert and j
watch the golden sand change to a dull i
brown plain, and see the shadows of
night come tearing up from the east. And i
even after the whole scene had faded Into ]
darkness, he would sit there alone and \
look up at the stars and listen for the ]
first sounds of the caravan. Somewhere '

out there, In the vast dim spaces of the <

wilderness, it was creeping toward the t
little settlement and bringing with It a

voice from the great world beyond. 1
....... i
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One evening, when the sky was ablaze
with blue and crimson and gold, a small '

black speck crawled over the horizon and j

moved slowly toward the oasis by the
sea. -

'

Sir Richard Gaunt, seated on a hum- j
mock of sand, watched the approach of (

the caravan with hungry eyes, and when t

the darkness blotted out everything but 1

the stars, he still waited and stared *

across the hidden plain.
Behind him in the settlement there was

a faint stir of excitement. On ordinary <

nights every one would have been asleep
an hour after sunset, but tonight the men

talked together in low measured voices, j
and the women twittered like sparrows. 1

High up on one of the palms flared a rude *

lamp.a piece of twisted cotton rag (

planted in a bowl of fish oil. It flickered 1
and smoked as the faint night breeze
came up from the sea, but it gave enough
light to serve its purpose. It was set as

a beacon to guide the caravan across the
desert.
He had much to occupy his thoughts as

he watched there on the border of the
great sand ocean. He had not yet decided
whether to stay in the desert or whether
he ought to return to civilization. He
realized all that he owed to his present
life. If it had not effected a radical
change in his morals, it had at any rate
given him a sound mind and a healthy
body. And these ought to lay the foundationfor a better life. But was he yet
strong enough to resist temptation? Here
in the desert, with hard work to do from
morning to night, he had no time for
pleasures, and even if he had the time,
there was no means of indulging in them.
He knew that any attempt to make love
to the wives of his companions would resultin the death of himself and the
woman. He had lived a pure life, but he i
was sensible enough to see that he could '

not have well done otherwise. i
But the return to civilization, the glam- i

our of the old life, the sight of beautiful {
women.that would be the test.' Would 1
he be strong enough to stand it? Six 1

months in London might reduce him to 1
the old level. His brain and body would 1
deteriorate. He would revel in the joy of I
the first few months, but after that.he t
shuddered as he recalled what he had
been before he had left England. He re- 1
membered the razor at his throat, the re- t
volver 'at his forehead. In that former I
life of his there had lurked the terror 1
that he could not understand. Here, at i
any rate, there was peace and safety, t
He seemed to have passed beyond the 1
reach of George Crawshay.
After a long mental struggle he decided 1

that he was not yet strong enough to re- <

turn. He tealized that he still longed for 1
the pleasures of his old life, and the mere 1
fact that he desired them indicated the <

danger of returning while he was in this i

state of mind. It was true that to a cer- 1
tain extent he had subdued his desires, 1
and every month they grew fainter and
more indefinite. But they had not been 1
finally conquered, and he resolved to re- t
main in the desert for another year. t
And then he came to the question of J

Lady Betty Drake. The change in his i

mental attitude toward all the world had <

naturally included a very marked change i
In his feelings toward the woman who 1
loved him. She had once been merely a <

possible Income for the future, but lie had 1
now come to regard her with almost <

superstitious reverence, and he could not t
make up his mind whether it would be (
better to let her think of him as dead,
or whether he ought to let her know the i
truth. i
The solution of this problem would 1

have been simple if he had loved her. But 1
his feelings were only those of regard
for a noble woman. It said much for the
change in the man's character that his
thoughts were now for her happiness and
that he had no intention of marrying her
for her money.
Yet this v'.ew of the matter only introducedfresh complications. It would be

easy enough to return and marry her and
try to lead a new life. But If he did not
intend to marry her, would It be better
to let her think of-him as dead, or to let
her know the truth?
The question of sending this message

by the caravan involved several other
considerations. If he was to be counted
as dead his brother Henry would take his
place at Gaunt Royal. His appreciation
of virtues, which had hitherto only bored
him. had not included an admiration for
Henry's particular merits, and the prospectof suddenly rising from the dead and
turning- him out of his inheritance was
not altogether an unpleasant one.
But he soon dismissed all such trivial

thoughts from his mind. There, in the
great solitudes of the wilderness it was
impossible to plan tricks like a spitefulschoolboy.He knew that he had to do
that which was right; This much, at any
rate, had he learnt in his adversity.
He decided to write to Lady Betty and

send the letter by the caravan. And then,
in a year's time, he would return himself
and play a man's part in the busy world,
which now seemed as far away from him
as the moon itself.
Here, at any ratp, was peace. He t

sij»
turned his face away from the desert ant
watched the only signs of life in that
vast solitude of sand and sea. The flare
of the lamp seemed only to intensify the
iarkness. A few small figures moved in
a band of light between two vast
shadows. The murmur of voices came to
his ears like the sound of wind in the
trees. Was there ever a place so well
designed by God to keep a man unspotted
from the world.
Then suddenly there came a call from

the silence of the desert, and an answeringshout from the group of men under
the trees. And at once the whole settlementhummed like a hive of bees. Men
came forward with flaring lamps, and the
women's voices rose to shrill cries of excitement.But Gaunt listened for other
sounds that he expected to hear from the
desert, and soon he heard the soft thud
of hoofs on the sand and the voices of
men.
He rose to his feet and retreated beforethe advancing line of camels. Then,

as the first arrival came into the light, he
stood aside to let them pass. The huge,
ungainly beasts lumbered past him and
he counted them. Sixteen in all. and perhapsa dozen men, but he could not see
In the faint iigiht. The sight fascinated
him. It was wonderful to think of the
distance they had plodded across the
trackless waste of sand. They seemed
to bring with them the breath* of civilization.Ii^ a vague, ridiculous way he
thought of a hansom. These ugly beasts
were the sole connecting link with the
daily life qf London.
As the last three passed him, abreast,

and not in single Ale. the faint odor of
some perfume came to his nostrils. It
recalled more vividly than any words
could have done the hothouse life which
he had cast behind him. It was strange,
startling, out of place in the pure air of
the desert. It suggested, in some subtle
manner, the temptations which he was
still afraid to face.
He turned and followed the caravan,

and stood by the side of his companions
under the trees. Lights flared on all
sides and there was the grave ceremony
of welcome. A young, swarthy fellow
with a keen, hawklike face, came forwardand embraced each of his brothers
with ludicrous solemnity. Then he threw
himself at his father's feet and received a

blessing. The whole scene was quaint
and almost biblical, and in the flare of
the lamps it was really picturesque.
"So that is the son," Gaunt said to

himself. "What about the wife?"
Ben Asan returned to the camels and

no one moved; then once more he came
forward with a woman. Her face was
veiled up to the eyes, but her form was
slender and graceful. Gaunt regarded
her with interest.. A woman who would
voluntarily exile herself in the wilderness
for love of a man must be a woman of
character. The other women In the settlementhad done so, but then they were
lesert-born and desert-bred. This one
had left the life of a city and followed
her husband Into what was scarcely betterthan a tomb.
Sir Richard Gaunt moved a little closer

to the aged patriarch and watched the
lusband and wife prostrate themselves on
the ground. One of the sons stood behind
lis father and held aloft a flaming torch.
The whole scene was as clearly cut as a
cameo. The old man mumbled something
ind raised his hands.
Then the two, still hand in hand, rose

to their feet, and the young man .uttered
i single word.
"Hamil!"
The onlookers took up the cry,, and the

ilr rang and echoed with the word
'Hamil." It came In full-throated chorus,
ind then was repeated by voice after
/oice. and then, after a pause, there was
in echo of the name in the distance.
Sir Richard Gaunt kept his gaze fixed

>n the woman's face. He could see nothngbut the eyes and the broad, low brow,
md the gleam of dark hair. Then the
eyes looked at him steadily and without
ihame, and as he encountered the look a
sudden fire seamed to scorch his body,
ind the blood leapt through his veins and
every nerve tingled. He turned on liia
leel and strode away into the darkness.
He had seen that look in a woman's

eyes before.

Four days afterward the caravan delarted,bearing Sir Richard Gaunt's let:eron the first stage of its long journey
:o England.
The letter was short and did not concernitself with details. It ran as folows:
"Dear Betty: You will be surprised

:o learn that I am still alive. I shall not
eturn to England till next year. I am at
present in the Desert of Arabia, learning
o be a man. Please forget me, for I am
lot worthy of you. I only wanted to
narry you for your money. I have been
nmiiv nnnlshed. and at last am able to
see thing's clearly. I look up to you now
is one who Is far above me. I wish to
epay you for all you have done. I can
io it best by keeping out of your life. I
workj now from morning to night, and
im contented. If I did not work I should
starve. It is dull, and I have no pleasure
jut rest. Still I am content and my
lealth is good. Between you and me lie
i thousand miles of sand and all the
lourney from the nearest port to Engand.Perhaps you will think me a brute
'or writing like this. But I am at least
lonest. And always remember this: I
im learning to be a man.
"Yours, in all reverence and affection.

"DICK GAUNT."
This letter, sealed and made as imposngas possible with wax and tassels of

dlk, was committed to the charge of the
indent and honored leader of the caravan.Sir Richard Gaunt produced four
rolden. English sovereigns, and at once

purchased the goodwill of the bearer. It
vas understood that the letter was of the
Highest Importance, and that it was to
ie taken by a triangular route to Port
3aid. arid then to be stamped and posted
:o England.
As Gaunt watched/the line of camels

'ade to a thin thread and then to a small
jpeck on the horizon of sand, he sighed
ind wondered if he had done rigtit. He
lad. at any rate, acted from unselfish
notive8. Then he returned to his work
ind had no more time to think of Engand.
He was surprised to notice that one of

:he camels was left behind. In the life
>f the desert these animals played as imlortanta part as railways in England,
[t was easier to Imagine the Great Westirnleaving an engine as a present to
some obscure village in Gloucestershire
:han to comprehend a gift of such startlingmagnitude.
On inquiry he learnt that the new bride

tad wept so long and copiously for the
mimal which had carried her into caplvltythat Ben Asan had purchased it at
i fabulous price. It was of no'possible
tse. and was even an incumbrance, for it
consumed food and water. But to Hamil
t was a link with civilization, and she
ook exercise on it dally, as a lady might
irive in the nark. Gaunt laughed when
le heard about it. This Hamil of the
lark eyes was evidently destined to be
he new woman of the desert, the pioneer
>f strange, unfeminine actions.
In a few weeks' time, however, he bejanto take a most undesirable interest
n this woman who had corqe so strangeyinto the desert from the World beyond,
fie had only heard that she was beautiful.for he had never seen more than her
jyfts and forehead. But there was no
loubt about the voluptuous grace of her
form. It was also evident that she took
lome interest in him. She never passed
tim without looking him boldly in the
face, and more than once she had spoken
o him.
On these occasions his reply had been

>f the curjest, and, to do him justice, he
:ried to avoid her as much as possible.
3ut the mere sight of her was sufficient
o quicken the blood in his veins, and the
lound of her voice vibrated through every
lerve. In some manner, which he could
lardly explain, he was afraid of her.
It says much for the change in the

nan's character that he found no pleasirein the spell which the woman had
:ast over him. He knew well enough
bat she had marked him down as her
irey, and that Bhe was only waiting for
ui opportunity. He had seen that much
n her eyes. But he did not respond to
ler glances, and fear was the predomllantfeeling in his heart. He took good
:are to avoid any opportunity which
night prove the weakness of his armor.
But fate had decreed that his strength

ihould be tried to the utmost. One day
le slipped on the fishing boat and inuredhis kneecap so severely that he
:ould not walk. The injury necessitated
est, and, in consequence, he was left belindin the camp while all the other ablelodiedmen went out to sea.
Then one evening he lay down close to
he fresh water spring at the edge of the

T@$
J oasis and thought of this new problem
that had entered into his life.

It was near sun.set. hut the boat had
not yet returned. The sky was a flaming
splendor of violet and crimson and gold.
The desert beyond was a rich ochre, and
its very desolation was beautiful. There
was no sound to break the silence but
the bubbling of the sprng.
Then there were soft footsteps and.

looking round, he saw Hamil with a Jar
upon .her shoulder. She had come out
alone to draw water from tlie spring.
She did not speak as she came close to

him. but he could see her smile, thougn
only her eyes and forehead were visible.
It was the smile of one who is going to
triumph.
He looked away from her across the

desert, but as he heard the gurgle of the
water in the jar he looked round again,
and his sight was fascinated by the supplecurves of her stooping body. lie
could not take his eyes off her and he
was afraid.
Then she suddenly lifted her head and

Gaunt trembled in every limb. The veil
had slipped down from her face and lie
looked into the full blaze of lier loveliness.Quick as thought she dropped the
jar and replaced the veil.
She did not speak, but he saw the

burning passion In her eyes and knew
that no accident had disclosed her
charms. She filled her jar aga n and left
without a word. His eyes followed her
till she disappeared.
Tl.en once more he gazed across the

desert with the look of a hunted animal
seeking for some means of escape. His
met- yvaz, iiuniifa, nis eyes puttered. Dis
heart beat furiously. The glorious beauty
of the woman had gripped him. and he
knew that he must release himself from
her grasp.
He looked seaward toward the setting

sun. across the golden plain of water. To
east and west, to north and south, he
was hemmed in by an impassable desolation.
Yet he knew that he must find some

path, even across the pathless wastes of
land and sea.
Sir Richard Gaunt did not sleep that

night. He did not even return to his hut.
He lay on the sand at the edge of the
desert and stared into the darkness, as
though perchance he might see some way
out of the danger that confronted him.
But the madness was still in his veins,

and he only saw the face of the woman,
the perfect grace and beauty of it and
the passion in the dark eyes.i And there in the darkness he fought a
great battle against his own desires. A
year previously there would have been no
doubt about the result.in fact, there
would have been no battle at all.
But before dawn broke in the east he

had conquered his own desire. The silenceand peace of the night on the fringeof that vast solitude had played its quiet
part in the contest. The great spaces of
sky and sand and sea had so belittled the
value of human passions that the man
found strength to resist his own desires.
The very stars which gemmed the darknessoverhead had seemed to look down
on him with blazing eyes of contempt.And when at last the dawn broke and
the gray sky was flushed with the splendorof another day, he knew that he
must leave the settlement and go forth
into the desert.
He looked round at the various objectswhich had come into sight with the

dawn, at the circle of palm trees, at the
huts, at the sea. 'at the billowy waste of
sand, over which the sun was glintinglike a ball of fire. His eyes moved from
one object to another in the familiar
scene and then they rested on the camel.
The huge, ungainly beast had lifted its
head and was looking plaintively at the
spring.
Here was the means of escape; here

was the ship that would carry him beyondthe reach of temptation and desire.
He would go out into the desert, ljut he

would go alone.

XV.
The Great Solitude.

A brown wilderness of sand, trackless
as the ocean and without a landmark to
guide the traveler! Overhead a sky burningblue, as monotonous as the sand beneath!And in this wilderness a single
speck moving slowly eastward!
Three days previously Sir Richard

Gaunt had left the little settlement and
had set forth on his journey into the
desert. He had left unobserved, like a
thief in the night. At first he had thought
of departing openly, but he saw that this
would be attended with insuperable difficulties.The camel was as essential »to
him as a train to a traveler in England.
Hamil would, of course, refuse to sell the
animal, so he took it without the formalityof striking a bargain, and left behind
all his worldly wealth in payment. This
consisted of his gold watch and a little
store of pearls, which represented his
share of the profits in the fishing business.
He had taken with him food for fifteen

days and water which would last him a
week with care. He had gathered an
idea of the route from a conversation
with the leader of the caravan. It lay
for five hundred miles due east and then
ran northwards. He had no compass
with him, but the man who had explained
the route knew nothing of the compass,
and had expressed his directions in a mannerthat the simplest could understand.
The sun and the stars were the only
guides in that wilderness.,
The first oasis lay nearly a hundred

miles to the east of the coast line, but
after that these green islands in the
desolate ocean of sand appeared at intervalsof about eighty miles. Sir RichardGaunt had taken down minute directionsas to the position of sun and stars,
and anything that could be reckoned as
a landmark, and he had not the slightest
doubt about being able to trace out his
entire journey across the desert. He
might even fall in with another caravan
on the great trail which ran from the
north to the south like a high road.
On the evening of the fifth day he

sighted a black speck against the sky
line, many miles to the south and, alteringhis course, found that he had reached
the first oasis.
He stayed a week In this place and

then set out for the next oasis. He found
it with less difficulty than he had antici-
pated and he only remained there two
days. The solitude of the desert was beginningto prey upon his nerves. He was
now anxious to move on as quickly as
possible, to reach the great caravan i
route, where he could hope occasionally
to hear the sound of a human voice and
see his fellow men. i

J 1 J
i^ovci utriurc imu iic ic<iii£ca tiie meaningof complete solitude'. The little settlementby the sea had come as near to

Isolation as he thought possible. The
continual company of the same few peopleday after day was loneliness after the
life of a great city, and even after the
life at Gaunt Royal, where, at any rate,
he was in touch with the events of the
world. But this surpassed anything that
he had ever imagined. He had read of 1
men who had been cast on desert islunds, 1
of men who had suffered lifelong imprison- ]
ment and made friends with the mice and 1
even spiders in their cells. Bu, up to
now he had never been able to grasp the <
reality of their feelings. j
At last, however, he knew what it was <

to be alone, completely and absolutely 1
alone, save for the shambling beast which i
represented his only hope of ever meeting i
his fellow men. j
The long, waving stretches of dun sand,

the blue arch of the sky. seamed to torm 3
a prison as secure and certain as the 1

walls of a fortress. He was able to move :
about, it was true, but he only fancied i
himself as a prisoner on an endless chain.
He could move in any direction and for
any distance, but ho could not escape. I
Ten, twenty, thirty, fifty, a hundred i
miles! What did it matter? There was i
still the same boundary of desert and still i
the same unchanging roof of sky.
He made a friend of the camel ahd used <

to talk to It hour after hour, as though i
it could understand and answer him. i
Under similar circumstances a dog would i
have been a real companion. But a camel 1
is a singularly unresponsive animal, and 1
although Gaunt fancied it was a sympatheticfriend, he could not flatter him- '

self that it understood much of what he
said to it. He had read, however, of all (
that a spider meant to a man who was i
serving a long term of imprisonment, and 1
a camel was, at any rate, a more soci-

arris.Butlandjj
able, if less intelligent, being than m
spider.
At the end of a month he had reached

the fifth oasis and had traveled more
than three hundred miles from the settlement.Another two hundred miles would
bring him to the great caravan route.
There he proposed to remain until ha
wanted to returp to England.
He Jeft the fifth oasis with a plentifulsupply of djitcs and water, and tr iveled

for six days, bearing forty-five degreesto the pnuQi of the poin; where the sun
rose. At the end of the sixth day he beganto be .ufijeious. lie should have coma
to thp pext oasis, for be was travelingfifteen jnflej< a day. but wherever helooked there was still an unbroken vista
©f sand. He only had food and waterfor another five days.
He was uncertain how to act. He hadevidently gone too far to the north or toofar to the south, but he could not tellIn which direction lie had made the error.He scanned the horizon In vain for anysign of a tree. But it was not easy to fcee

far on the great undulating plain. The
air, heated by the sun. moves unceasingly.and obstructs a clear view in any direction.iHe took a penny from his pocket andtossed it in the air.
"Heads, south; tails, north," he said tothe carnal.
"Heads it is. old boy." he cried, andthrust the coin under the camel's nose,

as though to show that there was nocheat ng.
Then lie rem*mb«red the last time hehad tossed and the result of the decision."The coins He." lie said aloud after a

pause. "We will go north. Seesaw, due
north."
And northward he went, and before anotherday had passed he sighted somedark blotches on the horizon.
As he drew nearer he noticed that thepalms were shorter than usual, and thatthere was an absence of green herbagpat the foot of them.
It was not till he came within a quarterof a mile of them that he realisedwhat had happened. The oasis had lainin the track of a great sand storm and hadbeen almost made one with the desert.When he reached the trees he foundthat he could almost touch the leaves of

some. It was easy enough to gather thefruit. But he could not find any trace of
water. Perhaps the spring lay under a
dozen feet of sand.
He stayed there the night and then proceededon his way. A new danger confrontedhim. "He had read of these eandstorms, more terrible than any storm at

sea. A death from which there was no
escape.a choking, blinding. horriblodeath. They were m>t frequent, but
when they came they swept every livingthing into one smooth brown tomb.
When he had gone about ten miles onhis journey to the next oasis his attentionwas drawn to a small piece of scarletcloth sticking out of a mound of sand.He dismounted and pulled at it with bothhis hands. It resisted his efforts and

seemed to be part of something burieddeep in the sands.
Sir Richard Gaunt dug away the sand

witli both his hands until his fingers
came to something solid. Then he pausedfor a moment. He knew what he had
found, but did not know whether he
wished to see more of it.
He decided that it was his duty to finishhis work, and, after a little more

SCOODine out of the «»nH he Kna
and body to the sunshine.
He recognized the face and, half shuttinghis eyes, he fumbled at the clothes

and found a leather pouch. Prom this he
took a letter, sealed with red wax and
decorated with tassels of green silk. The
handwriting was his own, and it was addressedto Lady Betty Drake* Close to It
were four English sovereigns, and theyhad been pressed so tightly against It
that they had left four circular marks
on the paper. I
Sir Richard Gaunt flipped the letter anA

the gold into his pocket and then proceededto heap up the sand on the body.When he had finished, and the smooth
mound had resumed its placid appearance.he remounted the camel and proceededon his wuy toward the next oasis*

XVI. /
a

The Voice of the Desert.
After a rapid Journey of three days, la

which he traveled day and night, he
reached the next oasis. He was pleased
to find that It was large and watered by
no less than three springe. He had been
without water for twenty-four hours and
drank greedily of the first bubbling
stream. He was becoming a fatalist, and
he looked upon the finding of this refuge
as a sign of his fitness to live. If he had
missed it there was no doubt that he
would have died of thirst. As It was, his
life had been spared, and he did not doubt
that It had been spared for some specific
purpose.
The oasis was nearly forty acres In extent.and the palm trees round its edge

were so thickly massed together as to
form an almost impenetrable wall of timber.The undergrowth was rich and
luxuriant. It was a place that a man
might well linger In.
Here he would rest and wait for the

approach of a caravan. He was still
within a hundred and fifty miles of the
great route, but he argued that an oasis
of such size and importance must be well
known to all travelers in the desert.
He was well satisfied with his quarters,

and in a few days' time he recovered in
some degree from the overwhelming fear
which had seized his mind. The healthy

1; !-,/» nnct irnot* liu/1 liics
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mind. But he resolved to remain in his
inland refuge and await the arrival of
his fellow men.
A month passed and no one came to

the oasis. But at the end of the month
an event happened which cut off Sir
Richard Gaunt from either advance or retreat,and left him as helplessly stranded
as a sailor cast on an island without a
boat or the means of making one.
The camel, which had been ailing for

some days, and which had at times even
refused food, lay down on its side and
close its eyes and died. Sir Richard
Gaunt, who had looked on the animal as

part of the desert and likely to live for
centuries, was quite overcome by this
final blow to all his hopes. It was true
that he did not intend to proceed on hla
Journey till he could find some companions.but he had always looked on the
camel as essential to his progress. Withoutit he would be a mere incumbrance
to any caravan.
Sir Richard spent a whole day in coveringthe body with sand, and by sunset he

had raised a noble tumulus half as high
as a tall palm. On the top of this he
placed a wreath of palm leaves, and regardedhis wcrk with the satisfaction of
a man who has done his best.
Then lie sat down on a mound of s&nd

and looked out across the desert at the
setting sun. He was sad. and his sadnesswas not at all due to the fact that
h.e was hopelessly cut off from further
advance. He felt that he had lost a
friend, a dumb, unsympathetic friend. It
Is true, but one who had always done Its
duty. and he was cut off from all life
save that of the vegetable world. Not a
bird or animal would come to cheer him
by its movements. He was in a green
prison of foliage, and he could not leave
it. except for a grave of sand.
Month followed month, and still no

caravan came to the oasis, and Sir RichardGaunt began to give up all hope of
?ver leaving his place of refuge. At first
he cursed his own folly and the cowardicewhich had prevented him from pressingon to some point which lay on the
jjr-at rnute.
Hut by degrees he became resigned to

his fate. The solitude end the sihnce,
which at lirst woo insufferable, became
so much a part of his daily life that they
ceased to be noticeable.
Day after day he reviewed his past and

wondered what the future held in store
for him. At first his thoughts were a
mere chaos, out of which he could evolve
nothing except a vague sense of shame
and a fear of punishment.
The thought of his oath to Crawshay

did not trouble him. A more healthy
state of mind regarded the fulfillment of
It as wicked, and absurd. But h« vu
liaunted by the memory of the few.words
be had uttered in his agony of thirst and
hunger on the raft. ,

"Give me the future and I will serve .

rhee till the end of my days."
This voice alone rose above the tumult I

if his varied memories.a sharp, clear
lote that seemed to echo and re-echo in
lis brain.

(To be continued next Sunday.)
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